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little food grown there. Not food-growing country, as in
the occupied area. Another of the great ironies of the war :
The food situation is basically far better for the French who
remain in the section occupied by the Nazis than it is for
the French in unoccupied France.
Rations are small, food tickets needed for nearly every-
thing, " Coffee," which is a bitter, dilute mixture, is never
served until after three o'clock in the afternoon. Of course,
no sugar, cream, or butter. Practically no meat. The bread
is excellent, to the limit of your ration tickets, and whenever
you get soup, it is very good. No eggs at all. And no
cigarettes. Admiral Leahy, our ambassador, with his
typical thoughtfulness, gave me the only supply of cigarettes
I had in France. Except for this I would have had none.
They simply don't exist. Hot water is scarce, the fuel situa-
tion is bad. No gasoline for cars or taxis. Abetz's sixteen
Maybach-Zeppelins looked fantastic. The taxis are horse-
drawn carriages, the horses terribly thin. A few bright, new
three-wheeled " Jinrikisha " devices, a little hooded seat
for yourself and another, attached to the driver's bicycle.
Good time they make, with a surprising load. Take sugar,
cream, butter, meat, eggs, cigarettes, hot water, and gaso-
line out of your life ; add fear, humiliation, no job, and no
future, and you approach the realities, if not the psycho-
logical viewpoint, of a French man or woman in unoccupied
France. The blunders don't seem so craven ; the stupidities
are softened in the pity of the day. The tragedy of the
Maginot Line seems less a matter of concrete and shortness,
the inferiority of plans France had drawn. You pass over
much that is easy to question : Georges Bonnet and his
scandalous deals with the Germans ; the Popular Front
with its harm long since done ; the route of soldiers who
laid down their guns. You live and move where it has
happened, where .glory is dead and freedom is a ghost,
where all that we know in life has left their dreary world.
How strange it would seem to say, " What could you
expect ? " when you stand there, stand where man has only
his soul.
I had not been thinking of the passengers in the plane
as I sat looking out the window, but somebody tapped me
on the shoulder. 1 turned my head, know I showed a look